A HINDOO LOVE STORY.                  37

war upon a neighbouring king, and went out and
fought a great battle with him. Now there was in
his army a certain Kshatriya, who, fighting all day
long in that battle, after slaying multitudes of the
enemy with his single arm, at length grew tired and
faint from exhaustion. And perceiving this, many
of the enemy set upon him at once, and overpowered
him, and after mangling him with innumerable
wounds, left him for dead upon the ground. But
when the moon rose, that Kshatriya recovered his
senses, and as it were came back to life. And he
dragged himself with difficulty as far as a neigh-
bouring village. And then his strength failed, and
sinking down exhausted at the door of a certain
house, he struck one great blow upon it, and fell
down senseless.

Now there lived in that house a Brahman woman,
whose husband was away from home. And she was
beautiful as a jasmine blossom, and pure as snow,
and her name was Suwarnashila <*. And hearing the
knock, in the dead of night, she was frightened ; but
she looked out of a small round window, and saw
in the bright moonlight a man lying still at her door.
Thea she thought: This may be, a snare. Alas I

t See below*